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AJ1 his life during the last year passed rushingly across his
mind. He recalled the wiles that had been employed to
induce him to attend a function in a Jesuits' chapel in an
obscure nook of London; the same agencies had been em-
ployed there ; then, as now, the influence of Clare Arundel
had been introduced to sway him when all others had
Failed. Belmont had saved him then. There was no
Belmont now. The last words of Theodora murmured in
his ear like the awful voice of a distant sea. They were the.
diapason of all the thought and feeling of that profound
and passionate spirit.

That seemed only a petty plot in London, and he had
since sometimes smiled when he remembered how it had
been baffled. Shallow apprehension ! The petty plot was
only part of a great and unceasing and triumphant con-
spiracy, and the obscure and inferior agencies which be
had been rash enough to deride had consummated their
commanded purpose in the eyes of all Europe, and with
the aid of the great powers of the world.

He felt all the indignation natural to a sincere and high-
spirited man, who finds that he has been befooled by those
whom he has trusted ; but summoning all his powers to
extricate himself from his desolate dilemma, he found him-
self without resource. What public declaration on his part
could alter the undeniable fact, now circulating throughout
the world, that in the supernatural scene of yesterday
he was the willing and the principal actor ? Unquestion-
ably he had been very imprudent, not only in that instance
but in his habitual visits to the church; he felt all that
now. But he was lorn and shattered, infinitely distressed
both in body and in mind ; weak and miserable ; and he
thought he was leaning on angelic hearts, when he found
himself in the embrace of spirits of another sphere.

In what a position of unexampled pain did he not new
find himself! To feel it your duty to quit the faith in